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means to prevent it from succeeding? In that kind of mental
cradle, many a revolutionist has been nursed to destructive
strength, and although my own general outlook upon life and duty
prevented me from drifting towards violent revolutionary activities,
I was nevertheless affected to the extent that, for a time, I regarded
society as a stupid and callous ass, which I was justified in trying
to kick in its well-fed stomach as it passed.
The memory of those bitter days still bites into my soul like a
hot iron, and I rejoice that long before I had heard of Abraham
Lincoln's outraged avowal in the slave market of New Orleans I
too had determined that if ever I should get the chance to hit on
its ugly mouth the social system that was so piously indifferent to
the suffering that it produced, 'by God I will hit it hard.'
I think that during this testing period my mental balance was
preserved by the knowledge that there is a degree to which struggle
against adversity is a wholesome discipline. To put forth energy,
to contest against great odds, to refuse to be cowed and brow-beaten
by circumstances, is to live, to prove the temper of the blood, and
to encourage the humblest man to feel that something abides within
him which is greater even than the stars.
Dieser ist ein Mcnsch geworden,
Und das heisst ein Kampfer sein.
But when a man has to devote the whole of his faculties to the urgent
need to secure a belated and precarious crust, he is reduced to the
level of a beast in the jungle.
As I look back upon this searching period of my life I think that,
amid periods of gloom and depression, alternating with other
periods of spiritual recovery and renewed hopefulness, my most
constant attitude was that I had no intention of allowing myself to
be beaten, and that in some uncertain way I should win through.
The decisive defeat in life is not to remain poor, but to become
broken in spirit, to suffer an invasion of the sacred citadel of the
will. The man'who keeps that inviolate has triumphed, and has
indeed beaten failure to its knees.
I remember, toq, that consolations so freely offered to me that
the troubles of life must be bravely borne because there was the
hope of a brighter world beyond the grave, gave me no comfort
at all. I definitely wished to, hold my own, not in some quite
problematical after-life, but in the world I had, and knew, and
loved.

